j8      MEDITERRANEAN   MEMORIES
They have fallen into and risen from the depths
of deep waters on several occasions, and important
rivers once flowed across the surface, but where they
rose and emptied themselves we shall never know,
although, in the soil, history is plainly written for all
to see. It is an interesting fact that the bed of the
Mediterranean is still uneasy, and the waters in the
great harbours at Malta quite frequently behave in
an unusual manner. Without any warning, usually
in the early morning, the water will recede from the
heads of the creeks, leaving wide expanses of damp
mud, on which lie many agitated and indignant
fish* Then again the normal level of the water
may rise three, and even four, feet, to fall again and
rise as if the sea were breathing deeply.
Some authorities say that the main island is
now not unlike a mushroom on its stalk, and that
one day it may snap off and the land slide into the
sea once again. Whether this is a fact or not, there
is no doubt that much of the coast-line is deeply
undermined below the level of the sea by the
action of the waves. One of the great forts,
built by the Knights, is visibly falling into the sea
from this cause, and portions of it are, in addition,
labelled as unsafe.
The deepest of the five layers resembles the
uppermost, in that it is composed of a soft coral
limestone, made so many years ago that the